IN THE EVENT OF EMERGENCY 3
Nina's only Jewish when she wants to be, only when it counts. Now is not one of those times. She sits beside me in the theater and passes, leaving me exposed.
It's our last night in London; tomorrow morning we fly home. Ear lier today, Nina found us these discounted theater tickets. For only ?14 apiece, we get to see a show that covers all of Shakespeare's plays in just under two hours.
Together, we scan the theater. Nina is scouting for royalty and I am on the lookout for other black people. We've made a game of it, though we usually both come up short. "No sight of the queen," she says, pressing her cool thigh against mine.
I count four black faces. Three women and a man, none of whom are seated together, none of whom glance my way. "Four," I whisper.
"There and there."
Nina counts, lips moving silently. "You forgot yourself," she says.
"That brings it up to five."
The lights dim and the curtains go up on three white actors with a large antique trunk full of props. As soon as the men begin to speak, their accents give them away. Americans, just like us.
"To think we came all this way," Nina says, unwrapping a candy and popping it into her mouth.
The actors are human Cliffs Notes, condensing each play, giving the audience just the bare bones. The play is banal, relying mostly on puns, slapstick, and punch lines. The actors whizz through the lesser known plays in two to three minutes, while spending some five min utes apiece on Hamlet, MacBeth, and King Lear. One actor plays all of the women's parts, pulling on a wig and strapping on a pair of false breasts. I am about to excuse myself to the restroom when the tallest of the three pulls on an Afro wig and adjusts it, patting it into place. He crosses his arms over his chest, bends his knees and bops. Sway ing from side to side, he begins to rap.
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The Iowa Review I let Nina pull me back down, but for me the show is over. I take my seat, huddling more than sitting, shielding myself from it all. Nina touch es my knee, but I pull away. "You're acting just like a child," she says.
"Maybe so," I say.
As a child, I tested into an enrichment program designed to prepare minority kids from New York's inner-city for secondary school educa tions in private independent day schools. The program held a "ball"
every year, where model kids were displayed to the rich donors and sponsors who funded our scholarships. I was seated with a young, white couple. After her husband left the table to get our drinks, the young woman turned to me and shook my hand. Reading my nametag, she said, "Hi Ellen. I'm Kyrie Reardon."
"Hello, Mrs. Reardon."
"Please call me Kyrie."
"I've heard that name before," I said, thinking of two boys back at school.
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"I always thought my mother made it up." "How do you spell it?" I asked.
"K-y-r-i-e," she said.
"My friends spell theirs K-h-a-i-r-y," I said, hoping to impress her with my esoteric knowledge and wisdom beyond my years. "In Ara bic, it means charitable, beneficent." Kyrie shrugged and her shawl slipped off of one shoulder and slid to the ground. We pushed our chairs back to see where it had fallen. I scampered under the table af ter it and grasped the shawl. It felt softer than anything I'd ever known. Its label read 100% Cashmere, and holding the unbelievably soft and expensive shawl was an introduction to Kyrie* s world and the world to which the enrichment program was sending me.
I handed the shawl up to her and she draped it around her shoul ders again, this time tying a loose knot over her chest to secure it. "The only other person I've ever heard of to have my name was a little black boy. Go figure," she said, laughing nervously. "I don't mind or anything. I mean?it's okay."
Kneeling there under the "It's not about money," I tell her. There are things that Nina will never see, things she will never notice, slights that she will neither catch nor understand even if she spends a lifetime trying. She has the luxury of passing through life invisible and undetected within the mainstream at whim, a luxury I will never have.
"Then what do you want?" she asks.
"A pound of flesh."
Nina looks at me, too hurt to respond. Now she is Jewish.
The flight attendant holds a telephone receiver horizontally, speaking into the mouthpiece. "In the event of an emergency," she says, "the exits are clearly marked." Other attendants are spaced at intervals throughout the aircraft. Timing their actions to her voice droning the safety instructions, the others punctuate her words with hand signals, pointing to the exit lanes, emergency exit rows, and windows. The attendant stands two rows in front of us, her smile stretched unnaturally wide. She stares right at me, making me pay attention. Fine lines feather the corners of her eyes and mouth, the cost of pro fessional smiling. One day, I think to myself, she will have varicose veins, a just punishment for her needlessly high heels.
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Nina rummages in the drawstring bag she's stowed beneath the seat in front of her. She pulls out empty candy wrappers, flattened potato chip bags, and crumpled snack cake cellophane. Nina never follows along with the safety instructions brochure in her seat back's pocket, never stops to locate the nearest exits. She takes something to make herself sleep during long flights, but it takes a while to kick in.
She can't stand the feel of the plane on the runway, the way it angles up and climbs into the sky and takes a few minutes to right itself, the way her ears fill with air so she can't hear herself breathe. Now the flight attendant reminds those seated in the exit rows "Thought you were giving me the silent treatment?" Back in our
The Iowa Review hotel room after the play, Nina turned on the freeze. This morning, we awoke and packed our bags in cultivated silence. Prior to boarding, Nina sat in the seating area without speaking, all of which was fine with me. I didn't mind the silence. I wanted her angry, wanted her to know how I felt.
Nina pushes her hair out of her eyes. "We were having firn, weren't we?" she asks. "For once, we were having fun, just you and I without anybody else to come between us and you had to go and ruin it. I can't remember if this book is a good one or not. By this time next week, I will not remember reading it. I will forget it, the way I forget all things that do not matter to me, but Mrs. Reardon and the embarrassment of a name, the condensed play, and the look on Nina's face are things I will remember still.
If I could take back what I said, I would.
Flight attendants are in the middle of the beverage service when the turbulence hits. The captain makes an announcement overhead, ask ing us to remain in our seats with our seatbelts securely fastened until the turbulence comes to an end. The attendants stagger down the aisles on their high heels and belt themselves into their booster seats, leaving us to our own devices. Now there is no one to guide me.
Nina snores beside me, her mussed hair blocking the window.
Clouds and light and sun and heaven filter through the red strands, shades have been raised, our seatbacks are in the upright position, and it is again safe to use our portable devices?I will wake her and say I'm sorry.
In the event of an emergency, there are no rules that you remember. 
